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do is to cultivate diligently a sense of their own
hopeless ignorance, and to have the courage to
say * I cannot tell! ' " l And so, too, in regard to
the equally mysterious problem of pain : " Why
pain at all ? I can only say that the very attempt
to give an answer, that the very thought of an
answer by us being conceivable, seems to me one
which a reasonable being, in our circumstances,
ought not to entertain. It seems to me one of
those questions which can only be expressed by
such a figure as a fly trying to get through a glass
window, or a human being jumping into space ;
that is, it is almost impossible to express the
futility of it." " Of course," he added, " this
is only Butler again ; it is only vagueness and
platitude. Every one knows it. But not only I
cannot get beyond it, but I cannot imagine any
one doing so." " Without being a sceptic or an
agnostic, one may feel that there are questions in
the world which never will be answered on this
side of the grave, perhaps not on the other. It
was the saying of an old Greek in the very dawn of
thought, that men would meet with many surprises
when they were dead. Perhaps one will be the
recollection that, when we were here, we thought
the ways of Almighty God so easy to argue about." 2

1  Life and Letters., pp. 206-7.

2  Hid., pp. 275, 338.